THE INFINITE USES OF INFINITY 


























































































































































































































































































* A defendant in a drunken-driving 
case in Detroit explained why he had 
taken the wheel of his car despite his 
condition: “I was too drunk to walk.” 


I THE LANGUAGE OF 
CRABGRASS will have 
been pieced together 
during the middle of the 
Night by one R.John 
Xerxes, Protector of 
Wayward Grrls, Legit- 
imizer of Bastard Babies, 
and Impromptu Ministries 
to the DOOMED. Avail¬ 
able for shotgun weddings 
In association with LOVE 
BUNNI PRESS go solar! 
August double ought. 



Poodle cut, skinny bow tie 


STATEMENT OF INTENT. 


There must be a better way to begin than simply extolling 
historical exposition. But I am at a loss otherwise. NO. Simply put there 
are only rituals of composition, sacred methods, and I am at a loss at to 
how to break free of their dictatorial grasp. Beginning anywhere and 
working out? Can’t be effectively done since I would still eventually be 
constructing a definitional edifice, the restraints of which are therefore 
underground, coefficiently binding. What if you only produce a series 
of MIDDLES, going outward redundantly, never resolving beyond their 
few scattered, brief points? The juxtaposing could be fascinating, yes, 
the incoherence level possibly disorienting, but would there be anything 
other produced than a sickening unreadable vertigo? And to what end? 
Stability can be established in any prolonged state especially one of 
groundlessness. But I write of nausea? Perhaps vertigo as well. 

Visit Love Bunni Press on the web at www. nasdkhekq com 











A BARRIACADE OF MADMEN 

(a lotus fly poem) 

I cramp in the sunlight, a sharp hold grips my chest and 
oftentimes 1 fall down. I become easily dislocated from 
surroundings and my conversational prowess has become 
distracted. 1 believe that I’ve survived a severe blow to my 
head, which would account for my debilitating headaches. My 
vision is often blurry, so I miss my turnoffs. I slur my words at 
night and spit a lot when I speak to groups. Digestion is 
nervous, when I remember to eat. I rarely through the night. I’ve 
taken to masturbating often, sometimes several 
times a day. I can only read fiction due to a morbid 
distrust of the contemporary scientific community. 

I do, though, keep up on what is transpiring in 
space, a resulting news clipping files is almost filled 
I venture out but remain in a twenty block radius of 
home. I clean the toilet daily, even though I am 
terribly constipated. 1 have put on weight and have 
no interest in exercise. 1 seldom walk anywhere. 

I’ve developed a paranoid fear of buses, cringing 
when they barrel past. I no longer drink 
anything that has been diluted with water. If 1 
find myself in a restaurant, the food I order is left 
untouched, such is my fear of cooks. My shoes are 
old and have holes in the soles, 1 do not go out 
when it rains. I am suspicious of the sun. I am repulsed 
and sickened by the neighbor girl’s tanned legs, as a 
result 1 pay little attention, any longer, to her comings 
and goings. My library books are months overdue. 

I am almost out of postage stamps, but envelopes 
are numerous. My crayons are all broken stubs and 
increasingly difficult to wield I’ve taken all the 
drapes down. My bed has no sheets. 

I often pretend no one lives here . 
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M 1- coherence is an illusion, a paranoid's nightmare, there 


is no cabal of understanding, no secret organization to 
communication. 
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2 . misunderstanding is the formula of all language, avoid 
unnecessary attempts at clarification of terms or 





systems. 
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3. justifications are not explainable, motivations 
M mediatin 8 factors are assumed, silence is their most* 

||| powerful alloy. ff^ 1 
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1. experimentation is viral, communication for 
communication's sake is a diagnostic reduction leveled by 
corrupt physicians, in other words one never sets out to 
catch the flu. 
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i. texts which are actions speak louder than words, molest 
routine experience. 
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¥ exercise with dumbbells. 




jy 6 • street credibility is an addiction suffered by those who 
jj! fall into the trap of sympathy, b/c they respond (by 

buying a round) does not constitute them as an audience. 
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familiarity overshadows, seek total darkness or blinding 
lighted spaces, avoid the haze of recognition. 


R like a tattered sleeve one's work should consist of 

numerous threads, which when pulled individually, slowly] 
disassemble the whole. 


completion is constantly arriving and departing, pay no 
attention to its schedules. 


10. once in print (realized action) the work is only j 
beginning. 

^ _ _ 

11 experience and inspiration, like dandruff on the collar, 

is clingy yet easily brushed aside. 


12 . operations are systems of a constantly breaking down 
machine, never waste time tinkering or seeking repairs. 

13. enjoyment is secondary to brutality. Ghettoize thej 
interior. 
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(As Means Of Introduction) 
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elbow room astronautics 


The Telescopemen with their 
skveyes reported the discovery of 
nine new planets smudging the 
surface of some bright distant star. 
Unable to see their circumference 
or actual constitution, they theorize 
that the regular blotches are 
orbitals, some hundreds of times 
larger than the rock from which 
they cast stares skyward. Drawn 
from this, I postulate the existence 
of the rest of you based on 
smudaes left on bus windows. 













Be tween Your Knees^ Geography 

Voyeuristic Iconography, City Living, Hans’ Doll 



TRANSGRESS-to step 
beyond or across; 
to pass beyond of 
go over (a limit 
or boundary) 

Voyeur - one who 

habitually seeks 
sexual stimulation 
by visual means: a 
prying observer 
seeking the sordid 
or scandalous 

Fetish - a material object 
regarded with 
superstitions or 
extravagant trust 
or reverence: the 
pathological dis¬ 
placement of erotic 
interest and 
satisfaction to a 
fetish 


“I should not suppose that the fabulous distance the dolls retained was an 
essential element of this extreme fragrance that wasted away 
proportionately as their inaccessibility decreased? Would it not be in the 
doll’s very reality that the Imagination would find the joy, ecstasy, and fear 
it sought?” 

- Hans Bellmer, BIRTH OF THE DOLL 
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The Bellmer dolls embody the perverse (convulsive beauty) by 
translating voyeurism into a polymorphic wandering akin to strolling through city 
streets, of commuting on foot. The doll’s limbs round into limbs or unexpected 
areas marking smooth transition of functionless form. Thus creating a body 
(simulated territory) which negates the functional purpose of the female body’s 
attractive surface, in addition to subverting any expectation of pornographic 
utility. His dolls, thereby, translate voyeurism (artistic out-pouring) into a 
confounding fetishism, perfectly. 



Bellmer’s dolls isolate 
specific attractions (thighs, 
knees, ankles, torsos, 
faces, hands) by 
assembling them into 
zones of attraction (the 
aggressive construction, 
itself) which recognize the 
abstract nature of those 
specific attractions 
(deconstructing 
retinal/conscious 
assumptions of where 
exposed nudity leads 
pornographic voyeurism 
/genital intercourse). Each 
specific attraction governs 
its zone with anonymity 
and fixation, obeying the 
laws of exposure (nudity) 
and stolen glance. 


structures a new sexuality. 
A city sexuality. A beauty 
crafted on naked form 
without hope (lust is 
observational, isolated in 
the distance of crowds, 
and fleeting - on its way). 
City lust is immediate, 
easily occupied, then 
quickly forgotten, 
abandoned to distractions, 
but never (or rarely) 
consummated in the 
singular, physical 






realization. Therefore, city 
sexuality is disjointed, 
jarring, and written 
directly in observable 
phenomenon and the 
general recall of memory. 
These two separate forces 
(remembrance and 
assemblage) entwine, in 
jointed incongruity, to 
forge Bellmer’s new 
attractive surface. 


First, the nightmare resonance of Memory. No specific attraction 
(fetish) exists free of the remembered female whose naked body becomes 
mutilated by the fragmentary surge of localized memory. A nostril flaring, breasts 
exposed by tossing during sleep, how a left thigh twitched, these furtive images 
struggle and compete to reclaim a complete existence. Memory is often this very 
battle, as isolated specifics compete for attentive totality. So the motion of the 
nude body moving, first bent to slip on nylons then jostling for conscious 
domination over favored event, provides the general location, usually erotic (but 
rarely based in intercourse), upon which a script of attention will be redrafted. 

It is this stringent positioning (marking of boarders) of privileged 
moments, the freedom seconds of fleeting beauty, which resonate among the 
dull residue of happier normalcy, to emerge as triumphant memory (nakedly, 
voyeuristically), observable. 













So from this complex 
hodge podge of images 
(remembered/assembled), 
emerges a non-narrative 
zone of attraction. 
Embodied in the posed 
and photographed dolls 
(pornographic 
delay/stillness of 
reassembled form), there 
is offered an intimate 
catalog of 
un(sub)conscious 
postcards snapped during 



Second. On the city street assemblage sketches out the polymorphic 
iconography as spontaneous maps of non-genital intercourse. The second 
attractive surface traces, as it interacts with grotesque imagination, the 
observable undulations and naked physical areas, assembling a convulsive 
beauty, spilling forth from stolen glances and out-right stares. Reactive, solely, 
to momentary (fleeing) events which converge as a stumbling, mutilated body, a 
piecemeal territorial gesture whose surface is smoothed by exact repulsion and 
bounded by ghostly memorials to fetishized passer byes. An assemblage of 
weak artifices, easily collapsible and prone to sudden distraction (never 
consummation). 






the exacting mental 
performance of a 
specialized theater of 
cruelty. Not only scripted 
(mapped out) to inflict 
violence to the canonical 
representation of female 
beauty (for what is 
Western Art’s sordid 
tradition but a 
museum/brothel of naked 
female ideals - of women 
hanged and painted - 
bordellos of willing and 
posed masturbatory 
offerings?). 

Also there is an 
attempt made at 
shattering the Desiring 
Machine (whose design is 
human procreation, yet 
whose distraction provides 
obsessive 

momentary amusements) operative in each of us, in order to suggest a 
perfection of attraction by stripping it of all rational, comforting meaning. 

So in relation to the previous intermingling, there is an exact moment of 
terrified non-recognition, displacement and aghast confusion manifesting as 
attractive zones realign. The doll offers a female machine, inherently frightening 
due to the random accumulation of focused attractions. These attractions are 
based in the appearance of zoned off (fetishized memory and assemblage) 
moments of sexuality. The doll embodies these moments as a producing 
machine, sculpting these momentary appearances into a concrete, operating 
object. Hard and fast, over which collide the swirling dangerous impulses. 

The dolls personify impulsive moments, bringing together into a 
cohesive whole and thereby displacing imaginary transgressions, transforming 
them into perverted adjuncts alongside the posed(poised?) machine, 
photographed. The fluidity is the erotic experience of the separating mechanism, 
which acknowledges the distinction in spite of the static-filled field, fussing the 
experience into a uniformity of exacting physical memory. 


http://www.angelfire.com/in 2 /belmer/ 








“D” IS FOR DRINKING 

as sung by SkinHeads™ drinking in a bar 

Now what starts with the letter D? 

Drinking starts with D 

Let’s think of other things that starts with D. 

Oh, who cares about other things? 

D is for drinking, that good enough for me 
D is for drinking, that good enough for me 
D is for drinking, that goooood enough for me 
Oh, drinking, drinking, drinking starts with D 

repeat until no longer casually annoying 

(SkinHeads™ drink beer) 
Ummmm-ummmm-ummmmm-gulp 












































Jerry Beck Shot 
President Reagan 


The day after John W. Hinkley, American Hero, plugged a few 
into Ronald McReagan™, in a vain Taxicab Driver re-enactment to win 
the affections of some Hollywood tart and in the process free the Western 
World from overt Tyranny, some middle skool skater nerd, popular with 
the sexy bunnies, wore to his Mentor, Ohio junior high,a shirt he had 
made in his bedroom. 

In a proto-situationist detoumement, Jerry Beck modified the fad 
T shot J.R.’ T-shirt his grandmother had purchased for him based on the 
inherent humor proscribed by the media blitzed season ending cliff 
hanger of a popular prime time soap opera, Dallas. Jerry simply X-ed out 
‘J.R.’ and wrote in jerky magic marker ‘Reagan.’ Thus blurring the lines 
between scripted t.v. dramas - both J.R. and Reagan were hateful, power 
brokers proudly standing on their own greed driven self assuredness 
which dictated the inflexible arrogance of their world views; both were 
seemingly the indestructible, untouchable supervillians, firmly entrenched 
in the very center of their universes - veritable gods whose disfavor 
ruined and whose favor embiggened. 

Jerry’s, most probably unconscious, astute and witty commentary 
went unnoticed by the underpaid and harried educators, who moved by 
having lived through the political assignations of the late 1960s or their 
own conservative mourning affinities, excused him to the Principal’s 
office pending further disciplinary action. 






Days after the rain of hot lead which just barely missed 
dismissing the Chief Executive from his Office, Jerry Beck sat in his 
American History class watching the endless praying, prying, and 
speculation sparked when newsmen enter into national vigil. A Gov’t 
Issue, unmarked, sedan pulled, carefully, along the side streets of the 
sleepy Mentor hamlet to stop, finally, in front of the junior high skool. 
The G-men accepted the coffee the secretary poured, sipping carefully, as 
they scribbled vague notes into government issued note pads. 

Finally, the nerdy skater kid, popular with underdeveloped 
bunnies, was gravely summoned from American History class by dark 
suits and checker plaids. A discussion ensued, under worried and stern 
motherly looks, wherein Jerry offered an apology and futile pledge of 
allegiance to the wounded cold warrior. 

He only thought it was funny, was all. But the G-men had 
different ideas about funny things and confiscated Jerry’s home modified 
T-shirt. 

Those G-men were dead wrong. It was really, really funny. 


On March 30, shot in an assassinatio n atte mpt by John W. Hinkley, Jr. 
outside of the Washignton, D.C. Hilton Hotel. 




from AN INTIMATE 
HISTOKY Of 
HAIN SMOKING. 

Dedicated to the 
ashtray between us. 
Liberate the ashtrays, 
they contain evidence. 


l. 

Fortified against the New York winter sleet with a pack of Lucky Strike 
Filters, 1 perched myself on the edge of the twin bed we weren't 
sleeping on, its creamy dangerous orange coverlet wrinkled beneath me, 
an open window releasing gusts of February wind, 1 lit the first match, 
its life brightly vibrant against the dull dead man’s philosophy 1 scanned, 
absentmindedly. 

With painful burning coughs, 1 taught myself to smoke, one 
breath at a time. 


2 . 

In an alcove off to one side of the Chelsea Hotel’s front desk are a row of 
old noir style phone booths (the type which Cary Grant sat in to 
telephone mother in NORTHBYNORTHWEST). A little box encased by 
silver aluminum and glass sliding doors. I’d lock myself in the 
claustrophobic wood interior, sitting on the little immobile stool while 
dialing collect calls home. 

Amidst the hurricane storm of self-reliance in which 1 was 
drowning, I would creep, nightly, into one of those booths to touch base 
with careful humanity. 

After a particularly awful day of miserable fussing, I crouched in 
the phone booth with my knees against my chest. My mother was 
inquiring about the overnight moneys she sent as I lit another cigarette. A 
gentle knuckle rapped against the fingerprint glass, I slid open the folding 
doors. 

The tall guy was hit by a wall of Spicoli smoke as he glared down at 
me saying in a hostile monotone - No Smoking. 




3 . 

I was barely recovering from a hacking cough and fever, when 1 
discovered that the girlfriend had taken our cigarette pack with her when 
she left with our money. After trying to ignore the building frustration of 
the craving, I stole down to the street to panhandle a bum out or two. 

Leaning in the doorway of the apartment building, half hidden 
from the cold drizzle that made New York City ominous, I watched the 
passer-byes. A middle aged woman waddled toward me, a long thin 
cigarette griped between her pudgy, hoofed fingers. 

Excuse me, you got a cigarette? 

Shure Honey, she growled as she paused to dig through her 
belongings, Whatsa madder you all out? 

Yeah, well, I’m trying to quit. 

She nodded and her mass of oily curls bounced, shaking like 

a fragile windblown bird’s nest, 

This is a good way, must be really embarrassing. 

She handed over the straight ultra-ultra-lite with out waiting to 

see if 1 had a light. 


4. 

Bellied up to the bar, alone for the first night, 1 ordered a double shot of 
something, while waiting for it to arrive 1 grabbed at the pack on the bar. 

Crawling like a sword wounded solider, that evening dragged along. 
Double shot followed double shot as 1 chased down the elusive drunk. 
Out of boredom, the old man slumped next to me watched me smoke. He 
struck up a match of conversation. As we blithered on about merchant 
marine barges and the city of bridges, we took turns grabbing at my pack 
of cigarettes tossed between us on the bar. I was somewhat taken aback 
the first time he reached out his knotty stiff fingers to collect one out of 
my pack. He neither asked nor acknowledged that he should. We took 
turns reaching for that pack, barely finishing one before the next one was 
lit. As the old man’s stories began to repeat and the room swirled with 
happy doubles, I grew increasingly agitated by this presumptuous old 
geezer smoking my cigarettes. When he brought the last match to the tip 
of the last one, l stood up to leave. It was then that 1 felt, stuffed deep in 
my jacket pocket, a pack of cigarettes I never tossed on the bar between 
us. I smirked as l turned toward the doorway home. 

5. 

There is a time glass science to the cigarette. When I was a child, 
accompanied by my mother to the coffee serving playgroup, I would be 
warned of imminent departures by the distinct cigarette schedule. 



After this cigarette we’re leaving honey. 

Seven and a half minutes is the approximate duration of a free 
gun powder charged bum. That is, of course, if your lips never touch, in 
sucking breaths, against the filter. Without a watch, 1 began measuring 
time only by the piling butts in the ashtray. A panic stricken night of 
insomnia equaled a pack and a half, whereas a break at work amounted to 
two if quickly lit. 

I smoked three sitting on a metal fire escape on Wooster Street 
one chilly March evening waiting for my girlfriend to emerge from the 
landlord’s office with our signed lease. It seemed longer, I suppose since 
I was, in a way, waiting on a new life. 

6 . 

Under the awning avoiding the nickel sized raindrops, we stood waiting 
to make a break across the street toward the car. The night air smelled of 
iron sulfur and oak polish. 

I flipped a cigarette between my lips. My lighter scraped out a 
few sparks 

What are you doing? 

Looking over 1 saw her face scornfully contorted. 

Lighting a cigarette. 

It's RAINing! 

Tucking the thing back in the pack, I broke for the Taxicab. 



"He does not want to act, he even has the convictions 
necessary for not acting. All he needs is to ‘express himself and 
not encroach on the convictions of others. How can he do this? 
Through Language. In this society in which the romantic lives, one 
can, in fact, SAY anything at all; everything is ‘tolerated’ and 
almost everything is found to be ‘interesting’ (even crime, 
madness, etc.). And so this man believes that he will be able to be 
‘satisfied’ by words : words, of course, that society will have 
accepted (recognized). In this way, he believes that he, HIMSELF, 
is universally accepted and that he is satisfied with it. Thus he 
must lead a purely LITERARY existence." 

- Alexandre Kojeve, Hegelian Concepts, 1937. 









SIDE STREETS, REFLECTING 
GLASS, TRANSILLUMINATED 
SHOCK : on reading Walter Benjamin 



Single mindedness of the side streets, carved between major 
thoroughfares, twisting and snaking and wholly functional to the utility of 
those who live along them. To translate that experience, to record its 
invention, to marvel at its adaptation, is to understand the strolling route 
that suddenly glows fantastic, a sharp edge outlining the mundane 
landscape, one evening after work. 

A revelation akin to marking the page disengaged from a 
Romanticist’s sentimentality, conscious of the snares and foils which 
constrict the sensual beauty in experience. It is to carve a new path in the 
well worn and re-discover discovery, carefully side stepping even the 
most modem and trendy, Marxist pratfalls. 

And these are pictures, not illustrations per say, which desire 
aesthetics, ironic signs, found objects, and textual reminders. 

Then the words proposed in absence, shouted out during the 
windstorm, nervously rattling the windows in the dark upstairs of an 
evacuated house. Only without an audience does one have the courage, 
only when deafened does one speak. And this route you’ve mapped out, 
existing on homemade graph paper, what of its grand schemes? 

But back to the offering. A path through the architectural geology 
of waiting avoidance, crystallized. What you’ve written is to be read by 
stragglers who will never set foreign foot on the street of your magickal 
hoinebound march, for they are divorcees of experience - the naively 
downtrodden, the ironically heartbroken, those absent transparencies you 
fashion, Reader. Avoiding the projects of existence by resisting the 
words’ rest, the gentle pause among them, acknowledging the sheer 
grandeur of it all. Your fans. 

To write what the reader reads, you transcribed delays, 
participating in (if not out rightly designing) the game of waiting, during 
a period when Time, itself, ran out. You’ve given us the grandiose pause 
on a side street, offering the fme tuned distraction with pictures, never 
illustrations. 





One of my favorite spots in Cleveland Heights, where 1 am likely 
to drag out-of-town guests, is located near the front door of the CHUH 
Public Library. Whether of not the bench will still be there if you happen 
to visit 1 can not say, but from a certain angle, preferably sitting on the 
bench, facing the building’s glass comer there exists a singular optical 
trick. 


Two glass plates positioned at a 
right angle form the structure’s comer. 
Usually such a configuration allows a 
clear view through the building, or at 
least the architectural conceit’s purpose 
was to facilitate such a direct sight line, 
but unforeseen by any building planner 
is the unequaled majesty of the 
translucent illusion created as mirrored 
reflections fully intertwine and playfully 
dance. 



The front window, facing you, places in the background its 
transparent function by allowing the bushes and on coming street traffic 
to become the canvas upon which the sunny overcast scribbles 
hallucinatory images of the traffic approaching your back. 

This optical duality of reflected tracing and mirrored images, 
creates a rare apparition - autos race down the busy street, headed, 
unaware, toward speeding on-coming traffic, but by magickal 
intervention no crushing metal impacts explode, for at the last possible 
instant the traffic displaces solidity (reflection turns solid, solid shot into 
reflection). 

This comer of imaginary collisions represents strange 
convergences which challenge the validity of our witnessing assumptions. 
These mirrored transparencies oppose dialectal rationality by presenting 
the solipsist’s enjoyment, lost in fanciful connective reverie, the same joy 
Benjamin must have exhibited while reading over his note cards or 
translated while drafting his essays. 

“Comfort isolates; on the other hand, it brings those enjoying it 
closer to mechanization.” - On Some Motifs in Bauldelaire, VIII 

20 th Century bourgeois Capitalism seems an impenetrable 
diagnosis of moth-eaten cliches and carpet worn rhetoric today (another 
sidebar theory footnoted in graduate student’s dissertations on 
Domestically in Jane Austen). But this is to negate the furious immediacy 
which called to international conference and life or death situations 
intellectual artists between the nation building World Wars. 

Benjamin’s sensitive awareness, his methodically dense, subtly 





consistent essays painstakingly probe and explore those regions not yet 
wholly consumed by the belligerently massing tumor. His unique 
eloquence celebrated the infected, yet still healthy, fluid sacs swelling on 
the Politick Body. His prose, holding an honest lantern, to those tender, 
uncomfortable areas to discover where the light still transilluminated. 

If his thoughtful brilliance passed through, he found hope. A 
hope embodied in the shock - the gleeful repugnance of a Sancho Panza - 

of finding something not completely overtaken by disease. In fected, sick 
and dying, yes, but retaining functionality and potentiality. He frantically, 
with the patience of a cataloging librarian, recorded, for future 
excavation, all he found left of form and function, adding only the 
sparsest speculation as to how the embattled mechanism might yet be 
improved. 

Never does he mislead the patient with false hopes of miraculous 
cures, for the wind was blowing too violent, too much was already 
enflamed, to think of salvation. 

For Benjamin was less a certified diagnostic specialist (failing to 
impress the dialectical materialists and shyly avoiding the boisterous 
antics of avant garde salons) then he was a religious historian (modeled 
more on Talmudic or Zen than on the Monastic Xians). He sought out the 
shock of discomfort registered by the tender area between the outer 
extremes, not so much a middle ground (a medium) as the last flowering 
of a garden during a catastrophic drought. 

He recorded those moments of awareness, consciousness, and 
experience which were fraught with Beauty. A Beauty whose new 
purpose (whose historic meaning) was entanglement, to bind us up in 
involvement. A difficult Beauty, demanding a sudden jolt of connection, 
a struggle for realization within an oppressive structure designed to 
negate our awareness of its domination’s, forfeit our rotes, and neglect 
our potential. 

A survivalist Beauty, tom from the Spectacle of Need (Need of 
Spectacle) to return us, for one wide-eyed instant, back to the stripped 
bare Desire of Need (Need of Desire). A Beauty of violent shocks (the 
least of which might have been the celebration of the fragility of manual 
labor- inclusive of all its strength, weariness, satisfaction, and 
postponement as rational acceptance of limitation) that defied the 
proscription and adherence to those deadening shock absorbers whose 
corporate installation spread and grew like so many awful tumors. 

And the true transillumination Benjamin offered us comes at the 
end of each of his essays, where he bri lliantly throws open a trap door, 
trod upon the whole while yet whose dull thumping resonance under our 
work boots went unnoticed, whose storeroom bulbs promise further 
critique and criticism and solicit a new beginning. 


Yes, ... , but since they weren’t there, they couldn’t tell us that it rains there, 
that night falls there, that people shiver there, and that there is preserved the 
memory of a man and his deplorable presence; that there is preserved, as it must 
be, memory of the basest stupidity, that there you hear gutter laughter and the 
dead speaking. Above it all, as elsewhere, perhaps more than elsewhere, to one 
who can SEE, misfortune endlessly tears apart and rebuilds a trite, vulgar, 
unbearable, and impossible world.” 

- Paul Eluard Poetic Evidence . 1937 

























































































OVER-DERTERMINATION 
OF HAMMERHEAD 


The archetypal images of Star Wars are subsumed in the process 
by which the live actor is reproduced as an action figure. Each time 
we see a character on screen the significance of that appearance 
associates a collectible fetish, not a signal to identify a 



mythological universality. Rather 
it signals an expectation for that 
appearance to reappear as a specific 
commodity later in the reality of 
stores (Luke in Jedi Robe, Han in 
Hoth Battle Gear, Jabba the 
Playset). This severe displacement 
of meaning is in effect an over¬ 
coding process. The old code, that 
of the traditional reading and 
comprehension of representational 
mythic signifiers still exist as a 
shoddy pretext, a foundation limit, 
over which is scribbled the new 
bold story of myth - that of product 
development, commodity fetishism. 

The new code situates 
product placement into the very 
core of the film’s narrative progress. 
This new code indirectly reminds us 
that the space limit invades the 
everyday through the various 
commodities available in the Star 
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ACTION FIGURES 






Wars sections of every store. The audience is subtly reminded of what is 
lacking from their bedroom collections by the action on screen. All the 
images contained in the narrative as well as all the various sets, costumes, 
and background extras are assumed as potential commodities stacking the 
shelves. This translation process is rooted in the precedent of the existing 


commodities. 

This bold over coding process by the Star Wars merchandise 
reconfigures not only traditional mythological meaning of supposed 
universal archetypal action and struggle depicted by the narrative, but the 
over coding also subverts the traditional function of the commodity fetish 
which is itself deepened and extended to include the space of myth. In 
other words, Star Wars mythologized the Commodity Fetish! 

Beyond the immediacy of each Star Wars toy’s collective need, beyond 
the obvious nature of the toys commodity value, a new mythology emerges 
based in the commodity fetish. This new fetish mythology allows each 
individual child to re-enact and extend the action depicted in the static 
screen narrative. The toys breech and seep into the imaginative process of 
the individual owning child by facilitating the imaginative play’s 
functioning within the limit space of the toys’ mythology. 

In other words, while the toys themselves do not strictly dictate the 
limit of imaginative play, they do offer an outlet into reality through which 
passes each costume, alien, or scenario. This translation process reptoduces 
in the toy the potential entirety of the film which seeks extension, so much 
so that the expectation arises wherein every minor character or alien aspect 
represented on screen for only a few seconds (even as part of backgiound 
atmosphere fulfilling no pivotal or consequential function in plot 
movement or overt development of the narrative myth) has been displaced 
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by a new representational space. A space where every inconsequential alien 
creeps into the very real space of the child s imaginative play. Wholly new 
roles and expectations are created by this dynamic representational 
translation process. 

But the alien on screen is first and foremost a creation of the film and 
that production remains its primary representational function. So no matter 
what is performed in the imaginative play space, the product’s primary 
function is to reproduce the action and atmosphere of the film outside of 
the viewing experience. The commodity fetish is extended. Ownership, 
collections, and play all revert to the primary representational function of 
each specific toy. The Commodity Fetish is extended while the remaining 
resonance is fractured. The reason why the toy was produced is subverted 
into a nonrepresentational object of play within the limit space of the 
imagination, but that play is sculpted by the representational limit of the 
toy, created is a new vocabulary which speaks of the same situations of the 
commodity fetish, new words (models) for the shattered images. 

The Star Wars toy conscripts the child's imaginative space so that its 
limit (boundaries) retain and remind the child constantly of the films and 
their mythological system through which the toy, supposedly, is created 
and functions. So even though the toy may assume a independent character 
in the imaginative the play of the child, the child has first to displace the 
primary structure of the toy in order to overwrite her own imaginative 
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space. This process is rooted in denial 
and delusion (this is Hammerhead 
a patron in the Cantina, but today 
he is Prince Caldor, space pirate). 

The static plastic architecture limits 
and extends the representational 
function of the toy, inciting 
imaginative extrapolation while 
codifying the origin of that 
extrapolation by constantly 
reminding the child of the origin 
of the commodity. The commodity 
is what it is by encouraging the 
child to over code new meanings 
upon its static surface. 















Ivory Towers. A scene which should warm the hearts of all 
grandmothers and all other prophets of doom. Worm Room, a tiny bed 
and breakfast dangling on a green opal hill, was owned by a fat man and 
operated by a thin one. Both men had fought in the War - isn't it the way? 
their War being the only one? Anyway, to save on expenses, the thin man 
aigued with the fat man in public. The fat man also replaced all the bright 
light bulbs with dimmer ones. Therefore most of the rooms were darker 
than they need to have been. Strangely, even during the day the rooms 
were dark, for the thin man had hung heavy dark red velvet curtains over 
all the windows - or at least off to the side of all the windows. The fat 
man thought this would save on heating the rooms during the winters It 
was these curtains that kept most of the Sun’s light on the outside and the 
dank inside. 





I went for a walk one morning. While standing in front of the 
wishing pit, down by where Devil Brook joined the Crusade River, a man 
approached me. He held a very impressive camera in his hands, even 
though it was hung around his neck by a multicolored strap. He spoke to 
me. COULD YOU, DEAR FRIEND, TAKE, FOR US, A 
PHOTOGRAPH? He turned his whole torso toward a mother and child 
with tear stains cutting through the dust which had gathered on its cheeks. 
I looked at him and thought about doing this man a favor, then without 
warning 1 heard myself say, rather curtly I must regretfully add, I DO 
NOT OPERATE MACHINES WELL. 



The fat man was my uncle and the thin man my father’s brother. 
They didn't like me, both for different reasons. The fat one thought I was 
too lazy - SHIFTLESS, he would burp. The thin man didn’t like me 
because he had always considered my father to be some sort or other. 
Either way, I attempted to leave them in peace, but they enjoyed grabbing 
me at night while most of the world would have been sleeping and toss 
me about the dining room. They would laugh and giggle and the fat man 
would fart, tremendous land mines, which I would smell periodically as 1 
bounced around the room lead by my pressed shirt collar. 1 didn’t much 
care either way - they might have left me alone or they might not have, 
who could have guessed? And I saw no use to trying to argue with what 
happened to be happening. 

On my way back from the toilet one night, I tip toed past Room 
Three. 1 could hear the moaning of a woman . I stood in the hall for a 
minute. 1 rested my hand on the black flower table. The moans were not 
the sort that one would make if in pain. So I gathered that she was having 













































a touch of fun with someone. Other than me. Just as I was about to turn to 
resume my trek back up the stair, I saw a thin shatter of dim light bolt out 
on the carpet ahead of me. I stopped. I tried to make myself thin. No 
good. She whispered into the hall, CAN YOU FIND ME A PLUMBER? 

I thought about running away. In fact, 1 could barely make myself out 
amidst the shadows lingering on the stairs. But I turned around anyway. I 
could not really see her for her back was to the light, I crossed myself as I 

have seen people do in movie shows and fell to my knees. I AM NO 
PLUMBER, MISS. I think that I had closed my eyes. I felt her footsteps 
on the thick crimson carpet, then her hand on my head. Her fingers buried 
in my hair, then she tousled it as I had seen the chef do salad in the 
kitchen. WELL, THEN YOU WILL HAVE TO MAKE A GREAT 
MESS OF IT, WONT YOU? She whispered. 

The thin one came into my room. 1 could tell it was him by the way he 
bumped into everything. First the chair by the light switch, then the trunk 
by the window and finally the bed post at the left hand foot of my bed. I 
could also smell fried chicken grease. Which if you are not familiar with 
you will fail to understand the next bit... He began to rub his fingers very 
softly up and down my chest. Increasingly his rubbing got harder and 
harder until 1 figured that my chest would rip right open underneath the 
pressure of finger rubbing. After awhile, the thin man stood up as straight 
as he could, cracked his neck and left my room. He forgot to shut the 
door all the way, so 1 had to get up. The next morning the fat one started 
sniffing his runny nose at breakfast. He couldn't keep all them snots from 
running out his nostrils. Finally, so embarrassed that all the guests were 
staring at him, he had to leave the dining room. See, that fat man he don't 
like fried chicken grease much. 

The woman in Room Three had considerable leakage every so 
often, when that well dressed man was away. I did not care much for the 
well dressed man because he sneered like a little yappy dog and carried 
too many things with him that 1, personally, saw no right use for during 
even the most adventurous of outings. Stupid things like cardboard tubes 
and wrapping paper boxes, had I not known any better I would have 
mistook him for a greeting card salesman of the type my mother used to 
beat around the ears with a leather belt when they came calling. The thin 
man appeared to be on cordial terms with the well dressed one, so one 
afternoon while the thin man was struggling over a particularly difficult 
comer of that mornings crossword, l breached the topic with a 
straightforward question, DO YOU KNOW THAT MAN WHO FUCKS 
THE RENTER IN ROOM THREE? Without a nod of hesitation, the thin 


man mumbled, KNOW HIM? WHAT? YES, OF COURSE, I KNOW 
HIM. I OUGHT TO KNOW HIM. HE’S MY BROTHER. The thin 
man’s giggle is repellent. 

Before I knew of Worm Room, I simply assumed that everyone, 
each single solitary person, had a home or square of land underneath a 
footbridge which they called home. After coming to Worm Room, 1 
understand the errors of that assumption. 

It came in watercolor photographs while I was paying the bills, a 
vision so stripped of purity that it darkened the room, shadowing the sun. 
Some perverse transmission shot out from an ancient, rune littered missile 
command buried deep in the bitter heart of a mythologically scorned 
mistress. Coded in the pictographic, was an attempted tension, mounted 
in the pauses before refrains of drunken jukebox songs; burning red hairs 
plucked from an undulating reptile’s belly, slimy still, from evolutionary 
tests; a whispered hesitation pressed between snidely curled lips. An 
image soap carved in limestone emerged of a crumpled young man, 
possibly myself but unlikely, publicly humiliated by his own imaginative, 
over-anxious verbalization, scolded and crippled by a louder voice of 



authority. The message crystallized, growing frost across a smooth, 
understanding plane, SILENCE IS THE ONLY DISCOURSE. 

The fat man cornered me in the butcher’s shop one dreary 
afternoon. He grabbed my wrists and I almost dropped the half of a 
chicken 1 was fetching for the cook’s stew. He dragged me through the 
brightly lit back office where the butcher kept his bloody aprons in a 
wheeled cloth hamper, very much like the one’s orderlies have to fetch 
fr om hospital war ds. Past the wall of sharp cutting tools and the racks of 
hooks dangling over a sloped concrete floor with excellent drainage, to 
shove me through the screened in back door and out into the ally. 

Gasping for breath, the fat man leaned against the bicycle rack trying to 
stare at me but his eyes kept blinking because sweat dripped into them off 
his forehead. He said nothing. After a moment or two he waved me along 
home. Another scheme to punish the thin man foiled again. 






On one of ray mid-morning adventures, I found a cork in the 
basement. It was badly rotten and smelt of tuna. Strange smell for a cork. 
1 put it aside as a Christmas gift for the fat man, for if it remained tuna 
smelling, it might just remind him of Better Days. And it did seem a bit 
more thoughtful a gift, than the half filled pill bottle I found for the thin 
man buried in the silt of Brunette Lake. 

While strolling with the Minister of Out-dated Pornography’s 
daughter two Thursdays ago, I overheard a rumor that a Manhuddle had 
been spotted. The torrid details of the rumors placed him in room five of 
Worm Room. Misunderstanding my excitement for righteous horror, I 
told the Minister’s daughter the Legend of the Manhuddle that I had been 
told by vaporous smelling old people who seemed to materialize at my 
bedtime while 1 grew up. 



(details may be confused) 

The Manhuddle in the corner, blurred in shadow, groans whenever 
the door of Room 138 opens. The Keepers in the Citadel once thought the 
hinges had rusted and oiled them in measure. It was afterward that they 
discovered the squeaky moans emendated from the Manhuddle. 

The Keepers consulted the Librarian (on suggestion made by 
Management) who paged through dusty volumes written in dead man's script 
(sometimes in the alternate language of Empire, sometimes shorthand for 
current speech), but uncovered no evidence of the occupant's legal (or 
otherwise) claim to occupancy. 

The Citadel Board of Directors were informed of this strange 
situation late into a normally tedious agenda which attempted to 
rectify all fiscal loose ends before the holiday break. After a pause 
for contemplation, the matter of the moaning, shadowy Manhuddle was 
delegated to subcommittee, wherein the inquiry died. 

The direct resolution, thereby, fell upon the Citadel Keepers who agreed, to 
the silent nod of each one, that the squeaky door to the Manhuddle’s room 
would remain unopened until further notice. 


The Minister of Out-dated Pornography’s daughter was shocked. 
She immediately related the story she had been told after certain 



discoveries were made which lead to brutal inquiries and teary 
admissions of misadventure. Or on balmy, stormy nights. Whichever 
scenario presented itself opportune. The involved tale she wove, in a 
breathy hush, was much more grotesque and small, helpless children 
fared remarkably poorer in her tale than mine. Assuring me that she 
believed with all her cold, tarty heart the unbelievably horrid details of 
her version, we agreed that our further association was an exercise in 
futility (or at least painful disagreement). We parted company with much 
too harsh of words, I fear. 

One of the more violently cursive campaigns during the thin 
one s Dust Bunny War arrived with the flourish of a nervous Spanish 
bullfighter, in late August of that year. The thin one coughed and 
wheezed and moaned fiercely before assembling the electric apparatus of. 
his own design. Consisting of metal plating and enough spaghetti wires to 
make the fat one contemplate supper, the machine lumbered and waddled 
once it was switched on. To my best estimation, although 1 should note 
that my vantage point was poor, the thin one’s electric device only caused 
the wallpaper to shutter and some plates to shatter in protest. The swirling 
dust bunnies seemed to take very little notice. 

After a brief hiatus, the fat one, in a fit of over anxiety (in which 
he did not lose his breath), broke my ami trying to wince the truth out of 
me. But all I could tell him was that the thin one had told me nothing of 
the dead rats. 
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EEYORE JOINS THE GAME 


Sometimes there is a pain only Eeyore can fix. So I’ll walk to 
the bookshelf near the window or across the hall into the Children’s 
Room, to root out a copy of House at Pooh Comer, sometimes it is at 
the end of Winne the Pooh, but no matter. Quickly flipping through the 
pages until 1 get to the incident of Poohsticks. 

To play a game of Poohsticks, you need a Bear of Very Little 
Intelligence, a nearly full grown stream, a bridge, and a small floating 
stick. It would be more fun if you can get some of your friends to join 
you, on occasion, since Poohsticks is a racing contest, after all. To 
begin, you have to stand on the one side of the bridge where you can 
watch where the water is headed, not the other side, where you can 
watch the water go where it is going. Once you are gathered on that side 
of the bridge, you drop your stick into the water and out from the other 
side a floating donkey appears. 

That would be Eeyore, somewhat forlorn, floating there on his 
back, having been unexpectedly bounced into the river by an over 
excited d igger. He’s always there, wet and despondent, waiting, he 
supposes, for inept rescue attempts. He’s fully aware that the only ones 
who possibly might save him from his watery adventute, will do so 
with dropped, not thrown, rocks or other assorted, counter-productive 
measures. 

Eeyore accepts this bounced, bathy fate with a resignation of 
calculated melancholy. Taking the opportunity, after finding his feet up, 
in the stream, to practice floating round and round, left to right then 
right to left. He then faces the potential of Pooh’s missing the stream 
entirely in his dropped rock rescue attempt head on, expecting splashes 
and diving and swimming. Simple, unavoidable additions to the day s 
list of already unscheduled events. 

And that silly donkey, with his big words and unassuming 
articulation, constantly reminds me that while theie is no good defense 
against sudden bounces which get you all wet, it is not really so awful to 
float down the current for awhile, because one will figure out a 
technique to win the most games of Poohsticks in the end, anyway. 
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In the scene of unprecedented betrayal, where the reformed gambler- 
cum-businessman, Lando escorts our heroes into the banquet hall of the 
Galactic Empire, we are presented with one of Han Solo’s defining 
statements. As the door slides open revealing a quick cut to the engulfing 
presence of Darth Vader standing at the head of the table, we are 
shocked. Our reaction is offset, though, by Solo’s unhesitating blaster, 
whipped out in dueling gunfighter fashion, peeling off three unflinchingly 
well placed rounds. These would have been enough to save them in any 
other circumstance, but they are shot at the personification of 
technological Empire and are therefore easily deflected by the slightest 
raised hand gesture on Vader’s behalf 

These two actions, occurring in an extremely brief scene meant only to 
further plot developments which will be resolved in the next sequel, do 
have larger implications to some over-riding motifs in the films. First, 
Solo’s action represents the Rebellion itself; fundamentally reactive, 
impulsive, and unthinkingly spontaneous in its improvised survival. 

Solo’s effort is heroic because it can not save them from then plight, yet 
its doomed stature does not diminish its puipose. His reaction, almost 
unflinchingly mechanical, would have saved them had he had the proper 
weaponry. (Here one must interject also that nothing could save them 
from Vader directly, not even Luke) Solo’s lack of means, not his 
purpose, is indicative of the Rebellion. While most will harp on the rouge 
gunfighter aspect of his drawing and firing on Vader, it is actually the 
least interesting aspect of Solo’s meaning. His tough mercenary character 





is a well defined veneer by this point, obvious in its continuance. What 
Solo represents is the uselessness of the Rebellion at that point. His best 
effort is easily thwarted when it confronts the personification of Empire 
(Established Order). Outside the realm of skirmish fighting and guenilla 
tactics, in straight combat or tactical planning. Rebellion falters stumbling 
into defeated failure. Its heroic but chaotic, weak, outclassed in power, 
means and organization. 

Secondly, we must face Vader as well. The obvious irony is Vader, 
the personification of mechanized terror technology of the evil Empire, 
stands at the head of an elaborate banquet table. Vader as machine does 
not consume food, so his placement designates host status. The Vader at 
the end of the table represents civilized society, the order of Empire, the 
gross expenditure of an establishment feasting while a war of rebellion 
rips apart the universe. Vader lords over civilized society' with pomp, 
ceremony, and absolute power. In this space any attack against him would 
be rendered useless, for it confronts directly an aspect of the civilization 
not directly challenged by the Rebels. The dinner table is not in question, 
only the power broker at its head is, we tread upon common sacred 
ground around that table. The commonality of the official banquet 
provides a palatable battle ground, ironically predetermining rebellious 
failure. 






COLUMBO’S 


RAINCOAT 



Underneath the lack of suspense appeal 
that attracts the nursing home demographic, 
who’s attention span functions best in retro¬ 
action, as well as providing access points into 
the narrative non-drama after any one of the 
many commercial breaks, Columbo’s true 
aitistry is embodied in the raincoat he wears 
and on occasion carries. l M| . ||| r mwm m v 

More symbolic of procedure than the head scratching double take or the 
dumb waiter slap stick focused on his tiny note pad’s misplaced pencil; 
more distractionary than the off kilter endless ramble about wife and 
nephew or the billowing, noxious odor of the perpetually half-burned 
cigai, Columbo’s raincoat is his most difmingly important trademark. 

It is that tan raincoat, constantly present, which shoves Columbo 
along, distinguishing him as the arch typical outisder, the worrisome 
eveiyinan whose lack of perspective defines the boundaries of his 
minutiae, crystallizing a contingency into a motivating intensity. A 
raincoat in the cloudless sky perfection of California? Is there always an 
unli kely chance of rain in paradise? 

A well worn tan raincoat as overriding metaphor of the homicide 
detective s burden. Protecting Columbo from the raging storming 
elements, swelling and churning with chaos and death, the raincoat 
signals the toilsome duty entrusted to one who must rescue Truth from 

night Cnt dr ° W1Un8 P ° oIs and deliver Justice through the dark sleet of 

^ Moreso, it speaks volumes to the prepared mind of its owner, 
eyond the obviousness of the aforementioned symbolic intent (police 
proceduial), the raincoat illustrates Columbo’s fierce tenacity His 
animalistic nature which stalks his prey, ferreting out the sole 

Ihe Adu,leS ’ Heel) which allows to solve 

d| ™,|. a " ,hus devour hls victim-perpetrator. Columbo’s raincoat 
displays this character strength under draperies of eccentrics 

metap " or,ca ' ^ 

, ^ transparency only manifest upon closer scrutiny, after a 

dedicated, probing, relentless meditation. A transparency so apparent 
after all, it is virtually invisible, overlooked by those vicL-ZetoL 

because they are stumbling to conceal sometliing they might have 
overlooked thems^lv^ h y yu nave 


Herein rests Columbo’s artistry, much like John Cage’s prepared 
pianos, Columbo’s method is an entrapment of resonance. Columbo 
latches onto the crime, folding and unfolding it unendlessly, creating the 
appearance of a transparency, of some overlooked clue, some tiny 
fragment of evidence sitting plainly out in the open, in full display, which 
once discovered (why hasn’t it already been discovered?) will unravel the 
whole web of lies and concealment. This is the raincoat’s purpose, an 
absurdity so out of sync that it is at once ignored (put from the field of 
coherence), yet which really speaks volumes about the man who placed it 
there. The appearance of this field of resonance forces the victim- 
perpetrator to retrace their steps, to take inventory of their well 
conceived, brilliantly executed scheme, in short, to doubt. 

To pour over a plan yet to be carried out can be productive in 
detouring potentialities, but to re-enact the plot already completed is to 
fall into the pit of paranoia and over-meditation. An attempt will 
eventually be made to conceal what appears in plain sight, to darken the 
transparent surface, without the realization that that very transparency is 
only evident to the one who sees through it toward relevancy. No one but 
the murderer can see it as anything other than an incoherent absurdity, 
overlooked and pushed from the field of relevancy. Columbo waits for 
the appearance of transparency to materialize - the moment when the 
victim-perpetrator exposes the surface of the clue left exposed. Columbo 
suspects while the victim-perpetrator knows and only knowledge can 
illuminate relevancy. 


Columbo’s raincoat is just such a paranoid game, just such a 
surrealist object whose relevance and historical meaning foretells the 
future transparency. 











“The journal is not essentially confessional; 
it is not one’s own story. It is a memorial. What 
must the writer remember? Himself: who he is 
when he isn’t writing, when he lives daily life, 
when he is alive and true, not dying and bereft of 
truth. But the tool he uses in order to recollect 
himself is, strangely, the very element of 
forgetfulness : writing.” 

- Maurice Blanchot Space of Literature. 
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One fall Friday night, Aaron and 1 once again commandeered 
Danny’s study. We conquered this den every weekend night, for Aaron 
had ingeniously devised a method of distortion by potting a dictation 
microphone through his father’s silver stereo. Danny suffered his 
household Diaspora rather well, only occasionally reclaiming his study by 
driving us underground into the basement compound. Rarely Art is bom 
without compromises. 

Our studio : a study in balanced paper piles, pinned up postcards, 
and littered volumes of fiction and criticism. Danny taught English at the 
local University. His study, to this day, represents to my mind, the 
archetype of proficient and individualized working space; a beautiful 
collage of intellectual and personal artifacts, besieged by incoming mail, 
student's papers, and the mischievous playing of children. 

From THE BARRE TENDERS 

near the end of Chapter 1 REQUIEM 


Aaron positioned the heavy, metallic gray desk chair by the 
panoramic backyard windows. I surrounded myself with a few boxes and 
an empty metal candy tin, grotesquely arranging them around the big 
brown leather chair that cowered by the door leading into the living room. 
The tape recorder clung, tenuously, to the edge of Danny's desk, close 
enough for Aaron to start and stop, yet distant enough to quiet any 
distorting qualities of proximity. Nestled in this situation we stayed for 
the better portion of the evening, recording versions of Flowers of Evil 
and Hell House. 

Aaron held in his head a new song entitled. The Crypt , as we 
dawdled toward amateurish perfection, Dave and Anya rapped upon the 
door blocking out the living room. Dave always made a point to check up 
on our musical progression, to hear our creations, often heartily laughing 
or offering creative criticism. That particular evening, they came in and 
sat down. 

Anxiously we rewound the tape, played a bit, then Aaron would 
fast forward, make small talk, then play another bit. Anya yawned while 
Dave fiddled across Aaron's guitar. Aaron asked Dave if he would sing 
lead vocals on The Crypt. Dave insisted on listening to it first, so we 
nervously ran through its one minute length. Aaron's devilish, muffled 
mad muppet voice croaked out the song's simple lyricism - 


Climbing down Darkened stares Rotting water/Seeps 
through your veins The Crypt (2x) Dead bodies’ eyes staring at me/ 
Rotting fumes is what you smell Now's the time / To lie in the rotting 
water Thee Crypt. 

Dave with a vivacious gleam in his eyes, depressed the pause 
button as 1 counted the song off. Anya, perched on the piano stool 
looked, poutily, impatient. Aaron, crouched behind a determined mound 
of paper, strummed his guitar. Dave scanned the mauled notebook paper 
filled by Aaron's nasty handwriting with a full-chested concentration. 
And I remember my blue jean knees pressed tightly against an empty, 
dented candy tin. 

An octave lower than Aaron, Dave imitated Aaron's cookie 
monster grumbling as he slowly stomped his way through the mire of 
tangled, fractured English. As he approached the first chorus, his hand 
rose into the air, forefinger and pinkie lifted in the universal metal sign 
saluting all things heavy, tossed his large blonde mane into his face, and 

with the grace of some decaying, punk rock ballerina, belted out in full 
quivering Adam apple falsetto, - THE CRYPT. . .THEE CRYYYPT! 

The room exploded into a breathless ball of chest paining 
laughter, a laughter that rang of the rebellion of intimacy, a laughter bom 
on the speedways of hell. 

Somewhere off in the distance, along the neatly mowed lanes of 
paved Victorian rose gardens. Routine aroused a meandering 
continuance. Fathers struggled with miles of folded paperwork, while 
Mother's screamed out frustrated end-of-summer cries summoning the 
tiny demons home for a microwaved lunch. Children romped about, 
bouncing between imaginary death camps and wooded disorder, blasting 
Evil Monsters intent upon devouring the idealism of good governance. 
Billowing fumes of teenage cigarette smoke choked up overwrought 
pleas for an end, conclusively, to the ceaseless onslaught and the fatigue- 
ridden irresponsibility of boredom. Each and every one of these 
domestically clad creatures was joyfully oblivious to the pain in mind, 
that creeping mortality of each and everyone's dearest loved one. Death 
rode a new shiny bicycle through the di sintegrating streets of Suburbia, 
popping wheelies while racing through busy intersections, forcing the 
business of everyday traffic to stop and wait in hand held horn honking or 
steering wheel punches. 

The mid-morning sky was rippled with a purple stain of violence, 
bleeding through the natural blue beauty of its expected daily exuberance. 
Dew wet grass sickly gleamed, fluorescently, a new sad hue of greenish 
orange. A slight breeze of numb silent air wrapped around the interwoven 
spaces between this gathered mourning herd. 


Solar chaos hung over the funerary proceedings. An epic battle 
for cosmic superiority furiously raged between Socrates'Sun an 
Glaucon's Moon. The odd curtain slung over us foreshortened the figures 

clad in head hanging sorrow-laced confusion. 

Most of them were dime-store throwbacks to the nights when 
youth still straddled motorcycles and lumped generous globs of vUa as 
into their eagle-slicked hair-dos. Most of them donned the threads picked 
out of passed-on grandfather's closets, moldy asiled thrift stores, 01 from 
the back seat of some overweight uncle's cadilliac. Most of Them were 

hung-over. . ., . . , 

The rest of them, painted death white with cigarette burned 

expressions, scratched at the snagged-tom fishnet stockings or 
straightened the waistline of polyester suit pants. The rest of them had 
worn black slices of dresses lugged out of musty high school closets, 
cradling antique purses shoplifted from fancy stores or grandmother's 


bosoms. The rest of them had remembered to bring tissues. 

I was there. Positioned behind them, aim sleeve of my suit coat 
snagged against the gray-turquoise bark of some ancient oak tree. Dave's 
coffin rested upon a tainted gold scaffold adorned in a ruffled red-orange 
velvet tapestry. The immediate family crowded in front of the 
uncomfortably small folding chairs, whose legs sank into the porridge 
grass. The riotous atmosphere held at bay by the stiff plastic awning that 
curled at the edges coercing those huddled nearest to the inner realm to 
bend and twist their necks, forced awkward creatures of mourning intent. 


I strained not to listen to the priest’s consciously obscure 
ritualized valediction. Instead focusing upon how their backs ungulate, 
their legs quaked, their hair whisked by the gentle dancing breeze. They 
stood before me, a created unity, a disturbing concoction of brightly lit 
mourning, genuflecting sorrow, and vile blurriness. 1 ceased to attempt to 
differentiate between the dress shoes strapped to their feet and the sharp 
blackened-orange blades of grass that dove up from the refreshing dirt to 
pierce the tangerine sky. Some perfectly suited Undertaker distributed 
monstrously discolored long green stemmed red roses to a select group of 
mourners. Aaron caressed the knotted bustling thorns, slowly spinning it 
so that the coppery yellowish-purple pedals disappeared behind a flashy 
swirl of slow-motion. 

1 felt perversely seasick, my necktie choking me, I felt for some 
mossy support. My fingers scratched along the coarse tree flesh, 
clumping shards of rind and insect peat under the chipped whites of my 
nails. I pinched a scanning glare across the half-turned faces, catching 
most lipstuck-caked expressions in forced, if not hung-over, moribund 
profile. I consoled my quickened temper by gesturing a thought of 
yanking out all of their hair. I despised all of those confonning lemmings 


herded in front of me. How dare they solemningly enter into this 
cemetery, which normally served them as a hide and seek playground or 
an exciting location to spew their rabid fuck. How dare they profess any 
sort of pious contemplation which might furrow a brow or force a 
misunderstood tear. 

A procession had begun. Squatted, hunched bodies formed a 
midget line snaring the oyster-walnut curtained casket, methodically 
abandoning swaggering wilted roses upon its lid. I watched Aaron. His 
torso twisted in a mechanized contort, his face an icy-snowscape of 
frozen disbelief. His outstretched grappling fingers, ousting the prickly 
flowering from his holding. 1 could not watch much more. 

I turned my head from side to side, hoping to Linda Blair it clean 
off my shoulders. If some nutbag had invented a camera that would 
entrap the true emotive demeanor of a masked stoic personification, then 
the snapshot of me produced would have appealed as such : grimaced 
creamy-beet vomit spurting from my ears and mouth, gross clubfooted 
sputtering, matted sweaty hair-lip mad-red flamed eyes, and crawling, 
gurgling puss-gobules throbbing in imminent squirting release upon the 
swimmingly fluid leprous gray flesh that loosely clung to the crackling 
brittleness of my weak bones. Sorely there exists no such device, so 1 
stood, internally festering while holding up the pleasant cardboard affiont 
that keeps us all successful social politicians. 

I noticed out of the comer of my strained eye, a large illuminated 
lemon-cinnamon back hoe surrounded by three complexity azure 
figurines armed with ink soaked shovels and sky-blue cigarettes. The 
giound s keepers loomed about a mole's peak of chromatic green dirt, 
enacting a starving vulture's anxious flight, a stationary king-of-the- 
mountain ghost dance, a yawning strain of boredom that filled one's lungs 
with char coal chalk and lethargic-soaked whiskeys. Could I resent these 
spirits sternly lingering behind us? Could I embrace these non-entities 

more affectedly than 1 could those fellows whose company I now kept? 

Of course, I could. For Life is a game of work, Death more so. 



























































































































































































































































In the end, near the end of The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy , 
there is a missile attack upon the Heart of Gold which ends in the 
improbable materialization of a falling sperm whale and a potted petunia. 
There is mention during this scene of a crew member bruising an arm. 
Adam's never informs the reader on whose arm this bruise is inflicted, 
nor how, nor where. 



TIN ACCOUNTABLE 


BRUISES 


Incidental oversight or calculated silence? Is this unresolved issue 


lllltllii 




to plague the reader, cramping the mind endlessly in the paradox of 
suspense, a failure at closure so horrid that paralysis results? Or is the 
more insidious possibility enacted? That a bruised arm, after all, is 
nothing really much to worry about and why am I wasting so much time 
unpacking what otherwise might simply be an editorial omission? An 
oversight of an author, maybe distracted by the fact that after drinking too 
much the previous evening and almost getting flattened by a speeding 
taxi, that had the right of way anyway, which nevertheless did not stop 
him (the inebriated author that is) from shaking his fist in the air and 
swearing incoherently, rather loudly, for that particular time of night? Or is 
it possible that this bruised arm actually functions as a reminder of just 
how many unnoticed, unresolved, and otherwise forgotten bumps and 
clanks are suffered on our bodies on a daily basis? And by this calculated 
omission there is the implication that to worry about these unaccountable 
bruises is an impossible task, a dangerous path leading to obsessions and 
finally ending in the straight jacket pj’s and the afternoon pill cocktail of 
institutionalized lunacy? That to try to remember all the incidental 
violence enacted upon us can not, thankfully, be done, otherwise what 
would we think about other than being ever so very careful as to not even 
get out of bed in the morning. And no one wants to remain in bed all day, 
everyday, unless they might have drank particularly too much the 
previous evening and tried to pick a fist fight with a speeding taxi, who 
incidentally, had the right of way, any way? 
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Burroughs 

When you are shopping for adding and cash regis¬ 
tering machines take a good look at a Burroughs 
... get a full demonstration. That’s the only way 
to find out about Burroughs outstanding speed, 
efficiency and ease of operation. You will find you 
can put Burroughs to work for you for only 
pennies a day. You will also find a Burroughs 
that’s right for your business—right size, right 
value. So, visit your Burroughs dealer or branch 
office soon and take a good look. Burroughs Cor¬ 
poration, Detroit 32, Michigan. 














EX-DO PE ADDICT William Burroughs, who deserif 
and JSiaked Lunch , now lives in Paris in what has becoi 



Look at it for 

Simplicity 

You need no special train¬ 
ing to use a Burroughs 
because of its Short Cut 
Keyboard. You can sub¬ 
tract as fast as you can 
add. Anyone can master 
a Burroughs the first day. 


Look at it for 
Savings 

You waste less time with a 
Burroughs because of its 
greater speed and accuracy. 
By helping to avoid costly 
errors, a Burroughs saves 
you many times its low 
price... helps boost profits. 


Look at it for 

Service 

You are certain of years of 
trouble-free service when 
you buy a Burroughs. 
Every Burroughs machine 
is backed by more than 65 
years of successful manu¬ 
facturing skill and research. 

























































































































































